1 toe tiittorte of 

fomc liking , /Hi all be out of heart fhortly, and then I fhall haue 
no ftrength to repent And /hauc notforgoften whattheinfidc 
of a Church is made of, I am a pcppercorne, a brewers horfe,the 
infide of a Church, Company .villanous company hath bcnc the 
fpoile of me. 

"Bar. Sir John, you are fo fretful!, you cannot Hue long. 

Fal. Why, there is it,come,fing me a bawdie (bng, make me 
merry. 1 was as vertuouflygiuen^ as a gentleman ncede to bee, 
vertuous enough, fwore littlc,dic’t not aboue feuen times a week’ 
went to a bawdy houfe not aboue once in a quarter of an houre, 
paid mony that I borrowed three or fourc times, liued well , and 
in good compafle, and now/ hue out of all order , out of all 
compafle. 

Bar. Why, you are fo fat, fir /ohn, that you mull needes be out 
of all co m p a IT e : o u t o f a 1 1 r ea fo n a bl e compafle, fir /ohn, 

Fal. Do thou amend thy face, and /le amend my life: thou art 
our Admirall, thou beared the lanternein thepoope , but t’is in 
the nofe of thee: thou art the knight of the burning lamp c. 

Bar. W hy,fir /ohn, my face does you no'barm r. 

Fal. No, Ilebefworne, Imakcasgbodvfeofit , asmanya 
man doth of a deaths head, ora memento mori . Ineuer fee thy 
face, but /thinke vpon hell fire, and Diues that lined in Purple: 
for there he is in his robes burning, burning. If thou wert any way 
giuen to vertue, /would fweare by thy faceanyothcfhould bee, 
By this fire, thats Gods Angel, But thou art altogether giuen 
ouer: and wert indeede, bur for the light in thy face, the fonne of 
vtter darkenefle. W hen thou ranft vp Gads hill in the night, to 
Catch my horfe,if I did not thinke that thou had A bin anignu fit- 
tma, or a ball of wilde- fire, there’s no purchafe in mony. O, thou 
art a perpetual] triumph, an cucrlafting bone-fire light, thou haft 
faued me a thousand Markesin Linkes and Torches, walking 
with thee in the night, betwixt Tauerne andTauerne: but the 
fickc that thou haft drunkerne, would haue bought me lights as 
good cheapest the dcareft Chandlers in Europe.I haue maintai- 
ned that Salamander ofyours, with fire, any time this two & thir- 
ty yeeres:God reward me for it. 

Bar. Zbloud, I would my face were in your belly. 

Fal t Godamercy, fo (hould / be lure to be heart- burnt. 

How 






Henrie the fourth. 


/ keepe thecues iinnyhoufe ? /hauefcarcht, 1 haue enquired, fo 
haz my husband, man by man, boy by boy, feruant by feruant: 
the tight of a haire was neucr loft in my houfe before, 

Falfi Ye lie, Hoftefle, Bardoll was fhau’d and loft many a 
haire: and /le be fworne,my pocket was pickt : go to, you are a 

V '°Hof. Who II No,/ defie thee: Gods light,I was neuer cal’d fo 
in mine owne houfe before. 

Falfi Go to,l know you well inough, 

Hof. No, fir Iohn,youdo not know me, fir /ohn:I know you 
fir Iohn,you owe me mony, fir Iohn,and now you picke a quar- 
rell to beguile me of it : /bought you a dozen offhirts to your 


How now, damcPartletthchcn,hauc you enquir’d 

yet who pickt my pocket/ Enter bo 

* ,. /■ do VOU thmke.fir /ohn?do you think 


backe. 

Falfi Doulas, filthy doulas . /haue giuen them away to Ba- 
kers wiues,they haue made boulters of them. 

Hof. Now as /am a true woman, holland ofviij.s. an ell : you 
owe mony here befides,fir /ohn, for your diet, and by drinkings, 
and mony lent you,xxiiij. pound. 

Falfi. He had his part ofit.let him pay. 

Hofi He/alas,he is poore, he hath nothing, 

Fal. How/poore/looke vpon his face. Wha! call you rich/ le* 
them coyne his nofe, let them coyfie his checkes,Ile not pay a de- 
nyer: what, will you make a yonker of me? fhall /not take mine 
cafe in myne /nne, but I fhall haue my pocket pickt?I haue loft a 
fealering of my grandfathers, worth fortiemarkc. 

Hofi O /efu! /haue heard the Prince tell him, /know not how 
oft, that that ring was copper. 

Falfi How?the Prince is a /acke,a fneak-cup:Zb!oud and he 
were here, /would cudgel! him like a dog, if he would fay fo. 
Enter the Prince marching/tndFa/fialffe meet es him 
flaying on his trunchion like a fife. 

Falfi How now,lad ? ts the winde in that doore Ifaith/rauft we 
all march/ 

"Bar. Yea, two, and two , Newgate fafhion, 
t Hof. My Lord, I pray you heareme. 

G 3 Prim 
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